expectation sometimes to be detected in the expressions
of those about to receive a meal. The unseen corpse
might well have been the corpse of a sad unloved. The
eyes of the two women shambling patiently along were
fixed all the time upon their dusty shoes. Even the child
by their side barely glanced up to listen to the tolling of
the bell. I sat with my hat in my hand until the procession
had passed on and perhaps for a few seconds I was the only
mourner, for its very squalor forced me to send a sorrow-
ing thought across the road to the members of that dreary
pilgrimage.
We were released at last from our melancholy waiting
and I turned to Marc seated in the back. We were on our
way, I remember, to purchase a few solitary hectares of
land which possessed some water rights.
" A villager ? " I asked.
" Old Gaspard, the claimant, they called him." Marc
grinned. " Monsieur remembers him at the promenade des
limitations. If he had lived a week or two longer he would
have been up at the House offering to sell Monsieur his
rough drawing of a secret passage up to the Church which
starts under the salon. He would have asked you fifty
francs for the plan and would have sworn by his mother's
soul that the whole of the loot of the last Saracen raid on
these parts was buried there."
" Do you believe that, Marc ? " I enquired.
Marc assumed an expression which seemed sometimes
to come quite naturally to him, the expression of an
innocent and ignorant child.
" One knows nothing of those days, sir," he said.
The last act in this little drama of buying and selling,
for so I had found it, took place on the following day at a
notary *s bureau in die middle of Nice. The place was
a veritable hive of industry. Men, and women too, were
hurrying about in all directions with their hands full of
papers. There was none of the musty but dignified
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